x              PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION.

The whole work, then, called * The Churning of the
Ocean of Time] is, like the Moon, divided into sixteen
parts, each named after one of the digits of the Moon.
The one now before the reader is called A Digit of the
Moon^ titrned red by the rays of the dawning Sun \ The
point lies in the play on the word red^ which in the
original also means * enamoured} ' in love? That is to
say, that the heroine of the story * turns red/ i.e. falls
in love with the hero, whose name, it will be founds is
SuVyakdnta, or * Sunstone.'

I little thought, ten years ago, that it would ever be
my lot to play, as it were, the part of Boccaccio, and
bring forth meat from the eater, stories from a plague.
Yet here also the unexpected came about, in the follow-
ing way.

Considering how recently Europe has become aware
of the very existence of a Sanskrit literature, I had often
wondered whether there might not be hidden away, here
and there, in the vast ocean of India, literary treasures
still undiscovered, which future 'churning* might bring

9 1 have never experienced a stranger or more delightful
sensation than when, as I was translating this work, I saw
this very phenomenon on the Ghauts at Mahabaleshwar: a
blood-red Mo'on going down into the hills at early dawn, with
the Sun rising on the opposite peaks. Only the redness which
the poet ascribes to the Sun was of course due to the haze
of the atmosphere,